CHAPTER     XXIII

ALL kinds of communities were springing up, of young people deter-
mined not to be swallowed up in the routine of a capitalist society with
which they had no sympathy and which denied them all opportunity
and outlet. They were to live by growing their own food, making their
own things and working in co-operation. Instead of being actuated by
the profit motive or becoming wage slaves they preferred the principle
as expounded by Prince Kropotkin in Mutual Aid. Aldous Huxley was
now the chief living exponent of this way of life and himself was his
chief disciple, quoting such heretics as Jesus, Tolstoy and Gandhi. As
Tolstoy himself put it: 'if the arrangement of society is bad and a small
number of people have power over the majority and oppress it, every
victory over Nature will inevitably serve only to increase that power
and that oppression. That is what is actually happening.'
When I showed this statement to G.B.S. he said it was so true that it
might have been made by himself.
The manifestoes of these co-operatives were a mixture of the Sermon
on the Mount and Shaw's Prefaces and all they needed was a little capital
to set them going; the purchase of a suitable estate, no easy matter in
these days of premiums, inflated prices and building restrictions. They
meant to practise what others preached and had to fall back very often
on the man who proclaimed to the world that he was now a millionaire.
Little did they know that these letters were invariably thrown into the
paper basket. I was with him when one of these appeals arrived.
"All people are free," he said, "to commit suicide. They can do it
en masse, as these young people propose to do, or they can do it as in-
dividuals as Hitler has done and Goring will, no doubt, do. A self-righteous
community soon forgets its righteousness and remembers only the self,
becoming the slaves of the cabbage and finding itself without the leisure
to recall why, and the money to know how. In our desire for liberty
we all sympathize with the tramp and are even prepared to give him our
tattered garments and leaking shoes, but what if a man of self-respect
wants to be free, wants to wear his own clothes and shoes that fit, and to
sleep in a bed, supposing he is not as romantic as George Borrow and
Robert Louis Stevenson, then he has to fit into a system of society which
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